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But not for such as you and | 


Author's Notes: 

The little scene Re: The Marvelettes You\re the one really happened one the day Johnny came over to 
Morrissey\'s house uninvited with the idea of forming a band with him- as culled from A light that never goes 
out by Tony Fletcher. 


Johnny awoke to the sound of the telephone. He debated with himself for a second over whether to ignore it 
or answer and settled for the latter, hopping out of bed, careful not to wake his slumbering wife. 


"Hello?" he said groggily. He glanced over at the radio alarm- 214. What could be so important? 
All he could hear from the other end was steady breathing and the background groan of music, and for a 
moment he wondered if it was some deranged fan (each Smith had encountered their fair share) until a very 


familiar voice spoke up. It was Morrissey. 


"Johnny. Are you busy?" 


"Its witching hour, mate. You woke me." 
"Not up drinking?" 
Johnny pursed his lips, frustrated. "No. We're recording tomorrow. A Rush and A Push. Or did you forget?" 


"Come over." Morrissey said in a strangled rasp. Johnny wondered if he was hoarse from singing or crying or 


some combination of the two. "I'm in my Kingston flat.” 
"Why? Do you have urgent lyrics? A burst of poetic emotion?" 
A moment of silence followed by a quiet plea "Come see me." 


Johnny felt his heart skip and tightened his grip on the receiver. "In a bit" He hung up and scrawled a note for 
Angie. 


with mozzer. back at breakfast if not ring andy fo take you to the studo. xx 


After slipping on a t-shirt, grabbing his keys and a cardigan Morrissey had left in the studio the other night, 


Johnny made a final stop at the medicine cabinet for a Valium capsule. 


Johnny tested the doorknob and sure enough, Morrissey had left it unlocked for him and the door opened with 
a blast of warm air. He stepped in and kicked the door shut behind him. 


"Moz?" No answer. 


Johnny walked down the hallway and peered into the bedroom. Morrissey was face first in a halo of record 
sleeves- Johnny recognizing Horses and a Marvelletes single- a bag of crisps and a quarter empty bottle of 


red wine, no glasses in sight: 


"0i" Johnny sat down on the bed, tossing the cardigan in his hand into the corner of the room. Morrissey 
rolled over, gazing into Johnny's eyes, droopy hair only a memory of its usual high coif. He reached over to 
the record player and turned it up. As the unmistakable smooth beat of Youre the One filled the air, 


Morrissey 


"Don't make no mistake." He sung softly to the very familiar song. Johnny smiled and joined in. "About which 


one | would take." 


"You're the one, you're the one." Morrissey crooned and closed his eyes. Johnny curled his toes at the 
memory of himself rustling excitedly through Morrisey's record collection before choosing that very song, one 
that his mother would play for him as a child, before singing along proudly, determined to impress. After all he 


knew him as Steven then, and The Smiths were just a dream, one that he was on a mission to make reality 


with Morrissey by his side. 


It has been 5 years since that fateful afternoon It felt more like some purgatory between "just like yesterday" 
and 20 years. But there was still something sweet and familiar about being near Morrissey, and as he 
straddled the older man, pressing his thumbs in the crook of Steven's shoulder, he was only reminded of the 


fact. 


"Johnny." Morrissey mumbled into the guitarists mouth as their lips met with tender accuracy. He groaned as 
a cold hand slipped under his sweater and across his bare chest in an urgent caress. The record ended with a 
crackle and Morrissey wondered when the last time he would have the privilege of being touched by Johnny 
would be. Ths, lke all good things, he thought as Johnny planted kisses on the edge of his collarbone, could only 
end He tried suppressing the sting in his eyes before Johnny looked up. 


"Don't cry." Johnny said flatly, wiping the lone tear away with his thumb and kissing the spot on the cheek 


where it used to be. 
"Don't leave me." 


Johnny sighed and rolled off Morrissey, reaching into his pocket for a cigarette. 


